TRAVEL-DIARY
We glanced at each other nervously. 4Do you think',
Auden whispered, 'that we're really under arrest? They'd
probably be far too tactful to tell us so.' 'Perhaps they
think we're spies,' I said. 'Anyhow, we shall never know
—until we're actually taken out to be shot.' 6Oh, they'd
never shoot us. Far too crude. We shall simply disappear.'
The truth, of course, proved to be far less dramatic. A
letter from somebody iij. Hankow, a wire from Hollington
Tong, a mention of our names in the Nanchang paper
have combined to convince the Kin-hwa authorities that
we are people of importance—and we are going to be
treated as such. From now on we must resign ourselves to
fulfilling all the obligations of public characters.
It has started already. Hardly had we dumped our bags
in the bedroom of the bungalow China Travel Service
hotel, when the first official caller was announced—the
Kin-hwa Director of the railway. He was followed by the
chief of police, who looked in to tell us that a special con-
stable had been put permanently at our disposal. He
would sit in the entrance-lounge all day, awaiting our or-
ders. What, exactly, does one do with a special constable,
we wondered, as we thanked the chief of police profusely.
Next came Mr. T. Y. Liu, the secretary of the civil
government, and correspondent to the South-Eastern Daily
News. He is a gnome-like little man, with the delicate
bones of a very young child, and the weird, up curving
eyes of an immemorially ancient Chinese dragon. In some
moods he has the face of a sixteen-year-old boy; in others
he sits blinking and yellow as a man of eighty. Mr. Liu,
we feel already, is to be our great friend in Kin-hwa. And
he will come with us to the front. As he himself says:
'When I am in danger I have no fear,'
After much tea—this evening all records for tea-drink-
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